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 p habit,” she was thinking,

. Mtles might have heen of service to the
| world and he would have been happy.”
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SYNOPSIS.

AL thelr home on the frontier batwosn
o Browna and Crays Marta Galland and
r mother, entartaining Colonesl Wester-
ing of the Orays, ses Captodn Lanstron
Al Intelligence onffloer of the Hrowns
njured by a fall in his acroplans. Ten
ars luter. Wanterling, nominal vies but
Eil chinf of wiaff, reinforoes South La
r, meditales on war, and speotates on
o comparative ages of himsclf and Mar-
who (s vistting 'n thé Gray capltal
enterling callp on Muarta, Shie talls him
her tenching children the follles of war
nd martial pateiotinm, begs him to pre-
ont wiur whils b v chief of staff, and
redicts that (f he mikes war againat the
rowns he will uot win. On the march
1th the 534 of the Browns Private Siran-
¥, anurchist, deories war and played.
Ul patriotisyn and s placed under arrest
lonel Lanmron overhearing, begs him
, Lanstron cille on Marta ot her home
e tnlks with Paller, the gatdaner, Marta
gfelln Lanstton that she bellaves Feller th
& apy Lansiron confesnes It 18 trus,
natron ahows Marta a telaphons which
wller hns concealsd tn & secrel passage
ndar the towar for uss to Dbenefit the
rowns In wiar emergencies, Lunstron de-
elures his love for Marts. Waosterling and
he Gray premior plan to use a trivial In-
ernatlonsl afair to foment warlile ]!m-
#l'h!lllm In army and people and atrike he.
ore decluring war. [Partow, Hrown chief
of windl, and Lanstron, mule vies, dinciss
he (roubls, and the Hrown defenses. Par-
w revenls hia planas 1o Lanstron,

CHAPTER VIiIl—Continued,

Now Dellarme digposed his men In
fine back of the ridge of fresh earth
::nt they had dug in the night, ready

rush to thaeir places when he blew
khe whistle that hung from his neck,
but he did not allow them a glimpse
over the crest.

“l know that you are curious, but
powerful glasaes are watching for you
to show yoursalves; and If a battery
turned loose on us you'd understand,”
he explained.

Thus the hours wore on, and the
church clock struck nine and ten,

“Never a movement down there!"™
ealled the sargeant from the crest to
Dellarme.  “Maybe this I8 just thelr
fAnal bluff before they come to terms
abont Bodlapoo” —that streteh of Af-
rican Jungle that seetied very far
awny to them all

“let us hope so!” sald Dellarme
periously,

Choosing to go to town by the
oastle romd rather than down the ter-
race (o the maln pass road, Marta,
starting for the regular Sunday ser
wice of her echool, as she emerged
from the grounds, saw Feller, garden-
sheurs In hand, a figure of stone
walching the approach of some field-
batteries. - The question of allowing
him to undertake his part as a spy
had drifted Into the background of her
mind under the distressing and ever-

ént pressure of the erisis, He was
*0 remain untll there was war, Bhe
was almost past him before he real
her presence, which he acknowl-

ged by o startled movement and a

~ wlep forward as he took off his hat.

@ pauged. His oyos were glowing
%h under u blower as he looked
Mt her and asgain at the batteries,

ing to include her with the guns
the spell of his fervid abstraction.
“Frontier closed lost nlght to pre-
yent intelligence about our ‘prepara-
Hons leaking out—Lanny's plan all
galive-——the guns comlog,” he suld, hie
joulders stiffening, his chin drawing
his features resolute and beaming
with the ardor of youth In sotion—
*troops moving here and there to their
m——eulnm preaparing the de-
es—automatica at eritical polnts
with the [afantry—Hfeld-wires laid—
fleld-telephones set up-—-the wireloss
spitting—the calesons full—planes and
dirigibles ready—search-lights in po-
sitlon-~" {
There the torrent of his broken son-
wis checkad. A shadow passed
front of him. He came out of his

o8 of imageries of activities, so
vidly clear to his military mind, to

ize that Marta was abruptly leav-

“Misa Oalland!" he called 8rgently.
*Mring may commence at any min-
s, You must not go into town!™

“But 1T muet!" she declared, speak-

over ker shoulder while she

ssed. 1t was clear that no warning

ould prevall agalnat her deterc.. ad
mood.

“Then | shall go with you!" he sald,
starting toward hor with a light step.

“It is pot necessary, thank you!"
pie answered, mora coldly than she
bhad ever spoken to him. This had a
magicnlly quick effect on his atti-
tude,

“l beg your pardon! [ forgot!" he

plalned in bls old man's volee, his

ginking, his shoulders drooping
In the humlility of a servant who rec-
oguizes that he has been properly re-
buked for presumption. “Not a gun-
mer any more—I'm a #apy!” he thought,
he shufMed off without looking
ward the butteries agaln, though the
sousie of wheels and hoofs was now
close by.

Marta had a glimpss of him as ghe
turned away. “He s what he is be-
onuse of the army; & vietim of a oult,
"Had he
. in any other calling his fine gqual-

& A mu‘r of Infantry resting
smong their stacked rides changed
~ the color of the sguare ln the distunce

In the middle
of the main street a major of the bri-
gade staff, with a number of junior
officern and orderlles, was evidently
walting on some signal, Sentries were
posted at regular intervals along the

of a mass of uniforms

curb. The peopla in the houses and
shops from time to time stopped puack-
ing up thelr effects long enough to go
to the doors and look up and down
apprehensively, asking bootless, ner-
vous questions.

“Are they coming yet?”

“Do you think they will come?”
“Are you sure it's going to be war?"
“Will they shell the town?"
“There'll ba time enough for you
to get away!"” shouted the major. “All
wa know Is what s written in our in-
structions, and we shall act on them
when the thing starts, Then we are
in command. Meanwhile, get ready!"
Then the major became aware of a
young woman who was going in the
wrong direction. Her cheeks were
flushed from her rapld walk, her lips
were parted, showing firm, white
toeth, and her black eyes were re-
gardlng him In a blaze of satire or
amusement; an emotion, whatever it
was, that thoroughly centered his at-
tention,

““Mademoiselle, 1 am very sorry, but
unlass you live In this direction,” he
suid very politely, “you may not go any
farther. Until we have other orders
or they attack every one |8 supposed
to remain in hig house or his place of
buginess."

“This Is my place of business!"
Marts answeraed, for she was already
opposite a small, disused chapel which
was her schoolroom, where a hall
dozen of the falthfu! children were
gathered around the mascullne impor
tance of Jacky Werther, one of the
older hoye,

“Then you are Miss Galland!"” sald
the major, enlightened. His smile had
an appreciation of the irony of her oe-
cupation at that moment. “Your chil-
dren are very loyal. “They would not
tell me where they lived, so we had
to let them stay there,”

“Those who have homes,” she said,
{dentifying each one of the faithrful
with a glance, “have se many broth-
ors and slsters that they will bardly
be missed from the flock. Others
have no homes—at legst not much of a
one"—here her temper rose again—
“taxes being so high in order that you
may organize murder and the destrue-
tion of property.”

“Now really, Misa Galland,” he be-
gan solleltously, “1 have been assigned
to move the civil population In case of
attack. Your children ought—"
“After school! You have your duty
this morning and 1 have mine!™ Martn
interrupted pleasantly, and turned
toward the chapel.

“They are putting sharpshooters in
the church tower to get the aero
planes, and there are lots of the little
guna that fire bullets so fast you can't
count ‘em-—and lttle spring wagons
with dynamite to blow things up—
and—" Jacky Werther ran on in a
geriea of vocal exploglons as Marta
opened the door to let the children
go in.

“Yet you came!" sald Marta with a
hand caressingly on his shoulder.

“It looks pretty bad for peace, but
we came,” angwered Jacky, round-
eyed, In loyalty, “"We'd come right
through , bullets ‘cause we sald wo
would if we wasn't sick, and we wansn't
slok.'”

“My seven disciples—seven!" ex-
clalmed Marta as she counted them.
*And you need not sit on the regular
seats, but around me on the platform.
It will be more intimate.”

“That'a grand!" came In chorus.
They did not bother about chalrs, but
geated themselves on the floor around
Marta's skirts.

The chureh clock boomed out its de-
liberate strokes through ten, the hour
set for the lesson, and all counted
them—one-—two—three. Marta was
thinking what a dismal little effort
thelrs was, and yet she was very hap-
py, tremblingly happy In her distrac-
tlon and excitement, that they had not
walted for her at the door of the
chapel In valn,

She announced that there would be
no tv/x this morning; they would only
say thelr oath. Repeating In concert
the pledge to the boys and girla of
other lands, the childigh voices pecu-
Harly sweet and harmonious in con-
trast to the rauvcous and uneven
sounds of foreboding from the atreet,
they came In due course to the words
of the concesslon that the oath made
to militancy:

“If an enemy Lries to take my
land—"
“"Chlldren—I-—-" Marta interrupted

with a sense of wonder and shock.
They pansed and looked at her ques.
tionlngly. *“1 had almost forgotten
that part!" she breathed confusedly,

“That's the part that makes all
we'ro doing agninst the Grays right!"
put In Jncky Warther promptly.

“As 1 wrote It for you! I shall ap-
peal to his sense of justice and reason
with bim—"*

Jaws dropped and eyes bulged, for
above the sounds of the street rose
from the distance the unmistakable

 frow the gruy pevement W the brown

crickling of rifie fire which, as they

listened, spread and lncreased In vol-
ume.

“Go on—on to the end of the oath!
It will take only a moment,” sald
Marta resolutely, "It len't much, but
it's the best we can do!"

CHAPTER IX.

The Baptism of Fire.
All the landecape in front of Fra-
casse's company seemed to have been
deserted; no moving figures were any-
where in sight; no slgn of the enemy’s
Infantry,
Faintly the town clock was heard
striking the hour. From eight Lo nine
and nine to ten Fracasse's men walt-
ed; walted until the machine was
ready and Westerling should throw in
the clutch; walted until the troops
were in place for the firgt move before
he huried his battalions forward,
They did not know how the captaln at
their back received his orders; they
only heard the note of the whistle,
with & command famillar to a trained
instinct on the edge of anticipation, It
released a spring In their nerve.cen-
ters, They responded as the wheels
respond when the throttle Is opened.
Jumping to their feet they broke into
a run, bodles bent, heads down, like
the peppered silbouette that faced
Waesterling's desk. What they had
dopne repentedly in drills and maneu-
vers they were now dolng o war, me-
chanically as mdrionettes.
“Come on! The bullet Is not made
that ean get me! Come on!" cried the
glant Eugena Aronson.
Nearly all felt the exhllaration of
movement (n company. Thep came
the sound that generations had drilled
for without hearing; the sound that
gummons the imagination of man in
the thought of how he will feel and
act when he hears it; the sound that
is everywhere like the song snatches
of bees driven whizzing through the
alr;
“That's It! We're under fire! We're
under fire!” flashed a crooked light-
ning recognition of the sound through
every brain.
There was no sign of the enemy;

no telllng whera the bullets came
from.
Whiash-whish! Th-ipp-whing! The

refrain gripped Peterkin's imagination
with an unseen hand, He seemed to

od men!"” he shouted at the top of his
voleas,

The colonel of the 128th had not
looked for immediate resistance, He
had told Fracasse's men to oceupy the
knoll expeditiously. But by the com-
mon Ilmpulse of milltary training, no
less than in answer to the whistle's
call, in face of the withering fire they
dropped to earth at the base of n
knoll, whers Hugo threw himself
down at full length In his place In line
next to Peterkin,

“Fire pointblank at the crest In
front of you! | saw a couple of men
standing up thers!” called Fracasse,
“Fire fast! That's the way to keap
down their fire—pointblank, I tell you!
You're firilng into the sky! 1 want to
gee more dust kicked up. Fire fast!
We'll have them out of there soon!
They're only an outpost.™

Hugo was firing vaguely, like a man
in a dream. Pllzer was shooting to
kill. His eye had the steely gleam
of his rifte sight and the liver pateh
on his cheek was a deeper hue as he
sought to avenge REugoene's death
Drowned by the racket of their own
fire, not even Peterkin was hearing
the whish-whish of the bullets from
Dellarme’s company now. He did not
know that the blacksmith's son, who
was the fourth man from him, lay with
his chin on his rifle stock and a tiny
trickla of blood from a hole In his
forehead running down the bridge of

his nose,
L] L ] - - - . -

Young Dellarme, new to his cap-
tain's rank, watching the plain
through his glasses, saw the move-

ment of mounted officers to the rear
of the 128th as a reason for summMon-
ing his men.

“Creep up! Don't show yourselvea!
Creop up — carefully—carefully!” he
kept repeating as they crawled for-
wird on their stomachs, “And no one
is to fire until the eommand comes."”

Hugging the cover of the ridge of
fresh earth which they had thrown up
the previous night, they watched the
white posts. Stransky, who had been
ruminatively silent all the morning,
was in his place, but he was not look-
ing at the enemy. Cautiously, to avoid
a reprimand, he raised his head to en-
able him to glance along the line. All
the faces seemed drawn and clayish,
“They don’t want to fight! They're

be suffocating. He wanted to throw
himself down and hold his hands in
front of his head. While Pllzer and
Aronson were not thinking, only run-
ning, Peterkin was thinking with the
rapidity of a man falllng from a high
bullding. He was certain only that

he was bound to strike ground.

“An Inch Is as good as a mile!" He
recollected the captain’s teaching.
“Only one of a thousand bullets fired
In war ever kills a man"-—but he was
certain that ha had heard a million
already. He looked around to find
that he was stlil keeping up with Eu.
gene and felt the thrill of the bravery
of fellowshlp at sight of the giant's
flushed, confident face reveling in the
spirit of a charge. And then, just
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lradaa. I'll lead you!

Juet here because they're ordered here
and haven't the character to defy au-
thority,” he thought. “The leaven'is
working! My time s coming!”
For Dellarme the minute had come
when all his training was to be put to
a test. The figures on the other side of
the white posts were rising. He was to
prove by the way he directed & com-
pany of Infantry in action whether or
not he was worthy of his captain’s
rank. He smiled cheerily. In order
that he might watch how each mun
used his rifle, he drew back of the line,
his slim body erect as he rested on

one knee, his head level with the
other heads while he fingered his
whistle. The Instant that Eugene

Aronson sprang over the white post
a blast from the whistle began the
WAT.

It was a signal, too, for Stransky
to play the part he had planned; to
mnke the speech of his lrfe. His six
feet of stature ghot to its feet with
a Jackqn-the-box abruptness, under
the fmpulse of a mighty and reckless
passion, :

“Men, stop firing!" he howled thun-
derously. “Stop firing on your broth-
ara! Like you, they are only the
pawns of the ruling class, who keep
us all pawns In order that they may
have champagne and caviare. Com-
Comrades, we'll
take a white flag and go down to meel
our comrades and we'll find that they
think as we do! I'll lead vou!"

The appeal was drowned in the
cracking of the rifles working as regu-
larly as punching-machines in a fac-
tory. Every soldier was seeing only
his sight and the running figures un-
der it, Mechanlcéally and automatical-
ly, troining had been projected into
action, anticipation into realization. A
spectator might as well have called to
a man in a hundred.yard dash to stop
rnnnlnz. to an oarsman In a race to

Pilzer Was Shooting to Kill,

then, Eugene convulsively threw up

his arms, dropped his rifle, and
whirled on his heel. As he went down ‘
his hand clutched at his left breast |

and came away red and dripping.
After ono wild backward glance, Pe.
terkin plunged shead,

“Hugene!"” Hugo Mallin had stopped |
and bent over Eugene In the supreme
Ingtinet of that terrible second, sup-
porting his comrade's head,

“The ballet is not —made
whiapered, the ruling passion stroug
to the last. A fllcker of the eyelids, a

“Here, you are not golng to get out
this way!” Fracasse shouted, in the

his sword. “CGo on!
corps work."

Hugo had a glimpse of the captain’s
rigld features and o last one of BEu.
gene's, white and siill and yet as if
he were about to speak his favorite
boast: then he hurrled on, his side
glance showing other proserate forms
One form a few yvarda away half rose
to call “Hospital!” and fell back,
struck mortally by a sacond bullet,

“That's what you get if you forget
instructions,” sald Fracasse with no
sense of brutality, only professional

That'a hospital

expaperation, Keep down, you wound-

Stransky laughed thunderously in
| scorn. He was handsome, titanic, and
barbaric, with his huge shoulders

" Eugens |

gurgle in the throat, and he was dead. |

irritation of haste, alapping Hugo with '

jump out of his shell,

The company sergeant sprang for
Stransky with an oath. But Stransky
was In no mood to submit. Ile felled
the sergeant with a blow and, reck-
lessly deflant, stared at Dellarme,
while the men, steadily firing, were
still oblivious of the scene. The ser-
geant, stunned, rose to his knees and
reached for his revelver. Dellarme,
bent over to keep his head below the
crest, had already drawn his as he
hastened toward them.

“WiIl you get down? Will you take
your place with your rifle?” demanded
Dallarme.

stretching his blouse, whioh rell loose.
ly around his narrow hips, while the
fist that had felled the sergeant was
still elenched

Stransgky laughed, now In atrident
eynlelam. Dellarme still hesitated,
rocollecting Lanstron's remark. He
plotured Stransky in a last stand In »
redoubt. and evgry soldler was as
precious to him as a plece of gold to
a miser,

“One ought to be enough to kill me
If you're going to do it to slow music,”
sald Stransky. “You might as well
kill me as the poor fools that your
poor fools are trying to—"

Another breath finished the speech;
a breath released from a ball that
seemed to have come stralght from
hell. The fire eontrol officer of a regl.
ment of Gray artillery on the plain,
seanning the landeeape for the origin
of the rifte-fire which was leaving
many fallen in the wake of the charge
of the Gray Infantry, had seen a figure
on the knoll “How kind! Thank
you!™ his thought spoke faster than
words. No need of rangefinding!
The range to every possible battery
or infantry position around La Tir
was already marked on his map. He
passed the word to his guns.

The burst of thelr first shrapnel
ehell blinded all three actors in the
scene on the crest of the knoll with
its earsplitting crack and the force of
its concussion threw Btransky down
beside the gergeant. Dellarme, as hix
vislon cleared, hod just time to see
Stransky®jerk hie hand up to his tem-
ple, where there was a red spot, be
fore another shell burst. a little to
the rear. This was harmless, asg n
shrapnel's shower of fragments and
bullets carry forward from the point
of explosion. But the next burst in
front of the line. The doctor's period
of idleness was over, One man's rifle
shot up a8 his spine was broken by a
Jageed plece of shrapnel jacket, Now
there were too many shells to watch
them individually,

"It's all right—all right, men!" Del-
larme called again, assuming his
cheery smile, “It takes a lot of shrap
nel to kill anvbody. Our batteries will
soon answer!"

His voice was unheard, yet Its spir-
it was feit. The men knew through
their training that there wus no use
of dodging and that their best protec
tlon was an accurate fire of their own,

Stransky bad half risen, a new kind
of savageéry dawning on his features
a8 he regained his wits. With In-
verted eyes he regarded the red ends
of his fingers, held in line with the
bridge of his nose. He felt of the
wound again, now that he was less
dizzy. It was only a scratch and he
had been knocked down Hke & beef in
an abattolr by an unseen enemy, on

whom he could not lay hands! Deat-
eningly, the shrapnel jackets con-
tinuved to crack with “ukung-s-sh—

ukung-s-sh" as the swift breath of the
shrapnel missiles spread. The guns
of one battery of that Gray regiment
of artillery, each firing six 14-pound
shells a minute methodically, every
shell loaded with nearly two hundred
projectiles, were giving their undivid:
ed attention to the knoll,

How long could his company endure
this? Dellarme might well ask., He
knew that he would not be expected
to withdraw yet, With a sense of re
llef he saw Fracasse’s men drop for
cover at the base of the knoll and
then, expectation fulfilled, he realized
that rifle-fire how reinfcreced the ene
my's shell fire, His duty was to re
main while he could hold his men,
and & feeling toward them such as he
had never felt before. which was love,
sprang full-fledged into his heart as he
saw How steadily they kept up their
fusillade.

Stransky, eager in response to a
new passion, sprang forward into
place and picked up his rifie.

“If you will not have It my way,
take it yours!” said the best shot in
the company, as he began firing with
resolute coolness.

“They have a lot of men down," said
Dellarme, his glasses showing the
many prostrate figures on the wheat
stubble. *Steady! steady! We have
plenty of batteries back in the hills.
One will be in action soon,”

(TO BE CONTINUED)

TELLS OF TENSE MOMENTS

Man of Prominence Had Two,
Their Causes Were of Widely
Different Beginnings.

I heard a prominent Cambridge man
tell of the two most tense moments
of his life yesterday, says a corre
spondent of the Boston Journal, But
the tenslon In each case was differ
ent.

“I doubt if T ever shall forget either
occaslon,” he sald, reflectively, “They
were big moments

“The first was when 1 was in col
lege. 1 was captain of the baseball
team that year. We came to the end
of the ninth. We needed ona run 10
tle the score and another to win the
game. 'Two men down and two on
the savks when I came to bat, And
for once in my career 1 did 1t 1

“No'" sald Stransky. "“You won't
kill much It you kil me and you'd kill l
legs If you shot vourself! God Al |
mightv! Do you think I'm afraid? Me

afrald?”

His eyes In a bloodahot glare, as
luncmnprumining as those of a bull In

an arens watching the next move of
the red cape of the matador, regarded
Dellarme, who hesitated in admiration
of the pleture of human force before
him. But the old sergeant, smarting
under the insult of the blow, his sand-
gtons features mottled with red
patches, had no compunctions of this

order. Ha was ready to nct ag execu-
tioner.

“If you don't want to sheot, 1 can!
An example—the law! re's no

other way of dealing with lum! Glve

[ *It was thirty years ago

the word!" he sald to Dellarme.

lined out a threebageger, right over
the raflroad track, When I felt it go
—well, that was one occaslon.

“And the other.” He chuckled, but
a slow flush crept over nhis cheeks.
goon after I
left college, 1 went over to see A girl
1 thought was pretty nice and to meet
her folks for the first time. 1 went
on a Bunday. All the men ware Away.
And they had duck for dinner” He
stopped. “Ever carve a duck?!’ he
asked meaningly, ''No, nelther had |
before, Nor have | since.” His blush
deepaned, “'I never even wepnl (o see
that girl agaln," he added plaintively.

One Viewpoint.
Hemmandhaw—Kangaroo farming is
a very important Industry In Australia
Mrs. Hemmandhaw—FFancy hoeing
& kangaroco.—Youngstown Telegram

"GASCARETS" AGT
ON LIVER; BOWELS

No sick headache, biliousness,
bad taste or constipation
by morning.

Get a _lo-eenl. box.

Are you keeping your buwels, liver,
and stomach clean, pure and fresh
with Cascarets, or merely forcing &
passageway every few dayo with
Salts, Cathartie Pilis, Cascor OIll or
Purgative Waters?

Stop having a bowel wneh-day. Let
Cascarets thoroughiy cleanse and reg-
ulate the stomach, remove the sour
and fermenting food and foul gases,
take the excess blle from the liver
and carry out of the system all the
constipated waste matter and polsons
in the bowels.

A Cascaret tonight will make yon
feel great by morning. They work
while you sleep—never gripe, sicken
or cause any inconvenience, mnd cost
only 10 cents a box from your store.
Milllona of men and women take &
Cascaret now and then and never
have Headache, Billonsness, Coated
Tongue, Indigestion, Sour Stomaeh or
Constipation, Adv.

NOT THE TIME FOR A SMOKE

Old Lady, Filled Up Witnh “Car
tridges,” Was in Natural Fear
of an Explosion,

A robust old woman in the moun-
tains of north Georgia was ill for the
first time in her life and a dogtor was
sent for. Partly by persussion and
partly by force, the physician induced
hig patient to swallow some big qui
nine eapsules—a slmple enough opera
tion, whidh, however, scared the old
woman almost to death, She was
sgon able to sit up and her daughter
thought she would give the couva
legcent a treat, She took her moth-
ar's corncoo pipe from the “shelf” o1
mantel, filled it with tobacco, and
picking up a live coal between two
sticks, started wita it toward the bed.
“Ma,” she said, brightly, “jes’ look
what | got fer ye.”
“Git awny from
gereamed in terror. “Take away dal
fire! Take hit away! Don't yer know
I's done plum filled up wi’ cartridges?”

~—Chicago Ledger.

me, BSary,” she

STOP EATING MEAT IF
KIDNEYS OR BACK HURT

Take a Glass of Salts to Clean Kid
neys If Bladder Bothers You—
Meatl Forms Urie Acid.

Eating meat regularly eventually
produces kidney trouble in some form
o- other, says a well-known authority,
because the uric acid in meat excites
the kidneys, they become overworked;
get sluggish; clog up and cause all
sorts of distress, particularly backache
and misery in the kidney reglon; rhew
matic twinges, severe headaches, acld
stomach, counstipation, torpid liver,
gleeplessness, bladder and urinary ir
ritation, ]

The moment your back hurts or kid-
neys aren't acting right, or if bladder
bothers you, get about four ounces of
Jad Salts from any good pharmacy;
take a tablespoonful in a glass of
water before breakfast for a few daye
and your kidneys wili then act fine.
This famous salts is made {rom the
aclid of grapes and lemon juice, com:
bined with lithia, and has been used
for generations to flush clogged kid
neys and stimulate *hem to normal
activity: also to neutralize the acids in
the urin® so it no longer irritates, thus
ending bladder disorders.

Jad BSalts cannot injure anyone;
makes n delightful effervescent lithia
water drink which millions of men and
women take now and then to keep the
kidneys and urinary organs clean, thus
avoiding serious kidney disease—Ady

No Room for a Thira.

Ex-President Taft was on one otca
slon in consultation with Senator Pen
rose of Pennsylvania. Now, as every
body knows, Mr. Taft Is gigantic and
the sepator is taller and welghs more
than any other member of the senate

While the two were in earnest con
versation an aggressive politiotan en
deavored to enter the room, but an
alert secretary politely interfered,

“What are they doing in there?
asked the politician, Inguisitively,

This pertinent question nettled the
gsecretary and he answered tersely:

“Holding & mass meeting, 1 pre
sume.”

Should Tarry.

“The Climblys tell me they are gu
ing to move into & better neighbor
hood.”

“That's queer.”

“Why so?"

“They haven't made good yet in the
nelghborhood they're leaving."

OUR OWH DRUGGIST WILL TELL YOU
'ut‘lurluo [t,nlahlmnl]' for Red, Wonk, Wateny
yos wnd Grapuiated Hycllds: No Hwarting-
st Bye eomfort. Write for Hook of the KEr
¥ matl Fron, Murine Bye Howely Co. Chldage

Usually the neighbors think the sad
look on # married woman's face is
due to the actions of her husband

Lvery woman's pride, beautiful, clear
white clothes, Use Red Cross Hall Blue.
All grocers. Adv,

The average boarding house chicken
is & great help to the dentist,

And behind the war clouds the guns
arq still booming,
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